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in recalling the little exclamation of surprise and
indignation, which came from my Aunt Clotilde,
the beautiful Spanish wife of Papa's brother Giulio,
when on one occasion when she came to see Mama,
she sat on a valuable high-backed chair on which
I had inadvertently left my doll's dress which I
was sewing, with the needle sticking up. That
particular week was a week of calamities, as the
very next morning whilst dusting the drawing-room,
the footman, whose task it was in Rome, put on
the floor various china ornaments amongst which a
most precious antique S&vres tray with two cups
and saucers, coffee pot and sugar basin. The front-
door bell suddenly rang, and the footman in going to
answer it, put his foot right into the middle of the
tray ! I can well remember his consternation and
my mother's grief, as this set was a particular
favourite of hers. But such was her consideration
for the feelings of others, that when this wretched
man in a dithering condition went to inform her
of the catastrophe, the only comment she made was:
" It would have been worse if you had lost a leg/'
I walked up the Capitol steps with my son and
showed him the wolves in their cages, reminding
him of the legend of Romulus and Remus; I like-
wise pointed out to him the big cage where sits a
beautiful specimen of an eagle in memory of the
Roman Empire of the Caesars, and then we walked
into the Campidoglio itself, where, in silence, we
stood in front of the marble bust of my father.
The old white-haired custodian, seeing us standing
there motionless, came up and looked at us
enquiringly. I explained to him who we ware;
upon which, this old man who had been there for